
TWO metropolitan managers are, at this
time of writing, shut up in" an ocean

steamer, ip mid-Atlantic, with their
star, a singularly self-assertive, aggressive
and diplomatic young woman. The situa¬
tion is dramatic and almost Sardon-esque,
and I decline to permit it to glide by un¬

noticed. Picture this good steamship St.
Paul ploughing its way through the "roar¬
ing fortis" freighted with Miss Olga Neth¬
ersole, the marvellous actress who acts jnst
as well off as on the stage, and her frater¬
nal team of managers, the Messrs. Charles
and Daniel Frohman.
Miss Nethersole has vast ambition and

wild, surging, foamy hopes for the coming
season. She is impulsive, fiery, bewiider-
lngly healthy, and ebullient with schemes
for self-aggrandizement. Although she faints
three times every night that she plays
"Camllle," and is carried to her hote' un¬

conscious after each kiss-duel with Ernest
Leicester in "Carmen," she is frightfully
healthy. She deplores that fact, X know,
and does her best, like Clara Morris, to
screen it from the public view. She would
like to be lean and consumptive, an adver¬
tisement for cod-liver oil and an indorse¬
ment of the latest chest protectors. As
this is impossible, for Dame Nature is
Imperious, she does the best she can, and
plays the part, in daily life of a highly
nervous, hysterical, emotional instrument
'hat responds to the slightest sensations,
er appeals are always absolutely irresisti-

Women like Olga Nethersole do as

r choose in this world by the sheer
>-of their will power, tact and brainy
lations.
^srs. Charles and Daniel Frohman, the

.agers with whom Miss Nethersole is
mporarily adrift on the ocean, are not

ordinary types. They have just as much
brain as their star, but they cannot act.
Ihe world to them Is a vast garden in
which to grow famous and happy. They
have never posed in it. Charles is fat and
a trifle bilious, but he is satisfied. He uses
a bicycle and hopes for the best. Daniel is
lean and cadaverous, but he reads all the
plays that all the playwrights write, and
trastsln the worst. They are both simple,
unaffected, yet worldly men, with bank ac¬
counts that are swollen, and no poultices to
reduce the swelling.

I saw them all before they sailed.
"Alasi" said Miss Nethersole, "I am an

awful sailor. I am desperately ill from the
time I leave New York until I land In
Liverpool."'
Of course I knew Instantly that Olga was

one of those fortunate ladies who during
the voyage across eat four meals a Jay
(because five are not provided), and arrive
tanned, invis^jrated and at peace with The
world.
"I am a splendid sailor," said Charles.

Frohman," and his sentiments were echoed
by Daniel. "I never miss a meal. I smoke
all the time, and I am sorry when the t¥ip
is over."
And of course I knew instantly that

Charles and Daniel would seek their cabins
as soon as the ship started, and lie there
until loving hands dragged them on to the

de^k and forced them to take a Httle air.
That is the condition of things I want to

picture just now, to show you how proba¬
ble it is that when the three reach Liver¬
pool Miss Nethersole will have newer,
brighter and more interesting contracts In
her pocket than she has ever had before.
A healthy star with two seasick managers
simply owns the situation.

I can see them all on this brilliant Sun¬
day morning.Olga, pacing the deck svelte,
triumphant, keen in her glad and normal
health. Charles and Daniel, lured upstairs
by officious stewards, standing by the rail,
looking into the gray, rough ocean, with
bulging eyes that see not and thin, white
lips that move, but not with speech.
Miss Nethersole approaches the limp and

sea-green Charlesl A sweet and womanly
sympathy is writ on her mobile features.
In one hand she holds a sheet of paper and
a fountain pen; the other clutches a hand¬
kerchief, gently drenched with eau de co¬

logne.
"Poor fellow," she says to Charles. "How

sorry I am for you! Ah, I know full well
the misery of your state. I have just come
myself from a berth of anguish, but a true
woman should never succumb. I never do.
Let me hold your head for you a minute
or two, and you will feel bo much better.
There! T-h-e-r-e!"
She places cool, slim hands beneath

Charles Frohman's pulpy chin, on which
the stubble of three days has gathered. A
yearning look, like that of the hunted ante¬
lope brought to bay, flickers in Mr. Froh¬
man's eyes, to be replaced by a look of
such deep gratitude as can only come to a

man when a woman bolds his head on

board ship.
"Ah!" he exclaims, abdominally, and she

turns away her head coyly to avoid seeing
him look into the gray, rough ocean that
bubbles beneath them.
"Mr. Frohman," she says presently, when

he has finished.looking into the gray,
rough ocean, and her slim, cool hands are

growing warm on the stubble of his chin,
"I want to play 'Tess of the D'Urbervilles'
next seasooi. You have been unwilling.
You think there's no money in it. I must
play it. There is fame in it for me. It
means renown aud glory for Olga. Let me

play it.you poor, suffering thing!"
"Ah!" again exclaims Mr. Frohman, with

his abdominal fervor, aud once more she
holds his head with her comforting, femi¬
nine assurance, and watches for that look
of deep gratitude to appear. It comes
again. Mr. Frohman grasps her hand and
says: "You shall play "Jess!' You shall;
you shall. I swear it."
"Sign," she cries joyously, and in two

seconds a hieroglyphic "C. F." has been
placed to the contract she has In her hand.
Then she goes over to Daniel Frohman,

whose face resembles an old parchment
upon which is engraved despair, melan¬
choly, disgust, distress, and other over¬
whelming weakness.
"If I could only die. Miss Nethersole!"

he exclaims with one wan smile, as he sees

Her well-knit, exuberant presence by his
side.

No> dear manager," she murmurs softly.
"Live. Live for Olga Nethersole's sake. If
you died, I should have to go back to Au-

gustin Daly, and I would not do so for all
the joys that the world contains. You are

111, you poor lean boy, but all Is not yet
lost."

^11 Is lost, * cries Daniel, hanging over

the rail again. "It Is lost. It is gone

A-h-h-h!"
Instantly he feels five magnetic fingers

propping up his head, and into his poor,
twisted being creeps a sentiment of ruddy,
grateful hope that he has not known since

he counted up the last receipts of "The

Prisoner of Zenda." A wistful, benign look

lights up his eyes as he gazes at the proud
young tailor-made woman ministering to his

illness. And Miss Nethersole realizes the
beauty of her position.
"Some cold meat and pickles, and you

will be yourself again," she says sibil-
lanty, and away she frou-frous in quest
of those viands, to return with them three
minutes later. She sits him back in his
steamer chair, moistens his dry, hot fore¬
head with her eau de cologned handker¬
chief, cuts up the cold meat and plies him
with it.
"Mr. Frohman," she says, holding a

square of cool beef suspended in midair,
'I shall want three new dresses for 'The
Wife of Searli,' which you didn't see in
1 ittsojrg, but which has been the real suc¬

cess of my season. I hate to ask you for

them, but have them I must. I have made

nothing but a trivial $25,000 this year, and
I cannot.I say. I cannot.afford three ex¬

tra dresses. I do not take care of an in¬
valid mother, because I have none, but I

help a brother. You will pay for the
dresses will you not? Yes, you will. Try
rhis little bit of beef. And now this pickle.
Ah! you feel better already, I can see. Say
that you will pay for my dresses."
"Surely, surely," gurgles the feeble man¬

ager. and he signs the contract without
the least trouble. Then Olga goes back to
er cabin, and the brothers recover and

t^lk it all over.
Who shall say that this did not oocur on

board the steamship St. Paul this morning?
-I ask this defiantly. Let anybody deny it
who cap.

* * *

<rood old John Hare ends his first Ameri¬
can tour in Brooklyn this week. Early last
Tuesday morning he completed his plans
for next season with Mr. Frohman. who is
to direct his travels. A few months ago

r. Hare's opinions on the subject of dear
America and the dear Americans were a

trifle misty. A problem play by Pinero
nearly did him to death, and it looked as

1^ W°Uld retUrn t0 his natiTe heath

ln^ 'yet °,<ier- "A p«lr °t Spectacles-
altered the complexion of events, and Mr
Hare covered all his expenses, which were

ZTri a,nd °ame out on the Pleasing
side of the ledger.

, V"' appear nPxt season at the Gar-
rick Theatre in careful revivals of "Caste "

famt°?n Taad ''°UrS " iD which he achieved
arne in London. These plays will be pre-

sories ZtVT th° 0riS^i'la, ac-s"
sories hut in Caste" Mr. Hare will not
play Sam Gerridge, but old Eccles. He has
grown into Eccles, and is not at aH
ashamed of it.

Droved" m °h rS ' U aS oriffinail-y acted it

w
something of a disappoint¬

ment. Hare hated the part of Prinze
Perovsky, and it tfas only at th* urgent I
lC td t°.°' T' W'
sented to appear in it in London. He did
so, however, in 1866, and the play made an

enormous hit. I glean from T EdgTr Pern

this o^f I"'! °f Hare that "U wa* during
this Prigina! run of 'Ours' that H. K H
he Prince of Wales, sent for Mr. Hare dur¬
ing the performance and graciously compii-

i prinr A,sb.tt", of the rus-

found fault with Hare's eoltume which heiir!
;fThc'prrLn,w^sr';r,i:t,hIeh,p,ai<"'
doubt that you will rind a line J i " "°

gramme to the effect that "Mr. Hare'J Ru'-"
sian costume was sutr-ested ,

b.r the Prince of Wales "
des^°ed

In "School," which Robertson adapted from
«Liman pla.v "Asclienbrodel." Mr Har»

ajric-ofP
"a padded old man, striving. repah-^he

SSSSsmk
¦would not be wlllintr tr

Koncla,.

company with him this season h'
was an exceeding^
Principal members. Fred Terrv « it?

the public didn't want, "The Notorious
Mrs. Ebbsmith." Hare will be able to
get people quite as good and less expensive
for his coming season in America.
He is going back to England, but will

not act there. He will take a four months-
rest and coax his refractory liver into
the paths of rectitude. His theatre in Lon¬
don will be occupied by E. S. Willard, and
next season by Winifred Emery and Cyril
Maude. Hare is delighted at his Amer¬
ican prospects, which are unusually bright,
because there will be so little foreign
competition next season. The start list has
simmered down to Nethersole, Hare and
Willard. There Is a report that Duse, in
spite of the fact that her next season in
this country is booked, may not return.

Nat Goodwin is in a stew because he
cannot And a leading lady willing to accom¬

pany him to Australia. Actresses clamor
for the position as long as it holds good
for New York and London, but they seem
to have no urgent hankering for Melbourne,
or Sydney, or Adelaide. Temporary ex¬

patriation is dangerous to young actresses
They go away in the blush and heyday of
their youth, and return to find that, like
Rip Van Winkle, they have been forgotten,
and when they reappear, cruel critics speak
of their maturity.
Mr. Goodwin offered his leading roles to

the efflorescent Maxine Elliott, whose pic¬
tures you may have seen in this city once
or twice. Miss Elliott was far too enrap¬
tured with dear America, and her own

astonishingly successful career to succumb
to Goodwin's persuasion. Her friends say
that he didn't want her because she was

too tall, but Miss Elliott points to a San
FrancLsco contract as her reason for non-

acceptance. The energetic actor then tried
to convince Odette Tyler that Australia was
a golden opportunity that comes once only
in a lifetime, but Miss Tyler didn't see it
in that. light. Annie Russell, Agnes Miller.
Mary Hampton, Amy Busby, and half a

dozen others were all able to resist, and
willing to do so.
Of course, Mr. Goodwin will not postpone

his Australian tour merely because silly
leilding ladies lack the courage necessary
for the trip. Mr. Goodwin will go, and
somebody will go with him. As he will
have to make his own reputation all over
again in the Antipodes, he may just as well
make that of an unknown leading lady.
The f3ct that she Is popular in New York
wont help her in the least. And the popu¬
lar actresses don't like the idea of fighting
the battle all over again, perhaps falling by
the wayside, and undoubtedly losing the
affection of theatregoers here. A success
in Australia will be absolutely useless to
anybody but the star. I am glad that Miss
Elliott is not going to leave us in sorrow,
Annie. We want her here.

.
* *

The week just endid has been utterly
dismal. Not a solitary novelty has been
presented through the length and breadth
of this fevered island. Twice I went to the
playhouse; once In search of pleasure, to
see the noble Alexander Herrmann, and his
serpentine wife, and once to Inspect an old
melodrama turned on at a big house, with
moist effects, in the shape of a tank and
real water. The dearth of innovation was
appalling. You expect it in June and July,
but you shiver at it when it begins at the
end of April.
Herrmann, whom I always adored, re¬

turned to us even more exhilarating than
he used to be. His entertainment is a re¬
markably attractive one, and it is supple¬
mented by his wife, who literally dances at¬
tendance on her husband. Mrs. Herrmann
is as womanly and fleshly as her husband
is uncanny and Mephistophelian. This odd
couple must surely afford speculative food
for the minds of the audiences at Talmer's
Theatre. How can he remain so eerie,
while she is so charming? Is it possible
that his gaunt and spectral entity never
mellows as he watches her dainty many-tinted dances. Does this lean and haggard
necromancer breakfast with his entranc-
ingly feminine disciple of Terpsichore. Can
you imagine him saying, "Pass me the mus¬
tard, dear?" or can yon think of her re¬
questing him to accompany her to the shopsto see some new hats?
Married couples on the stage are not rare,

and people are Interested in them on ac¬
count of the harmony with which they
work. Mr. and Mrs. Kendal, Mr. and Mrs.
Taber, Mr. and Mrs. Sidney Drew, Mr. and
Mrs. John Maoon are all pleasing to thea¬
tre-goers because it is so easy to Imagine
them sitting by the conjugal fireside. Mr.
and Mrs. Herrmann, however, seems so
quaintly impossible that it is hard to real¬
ize that they are husband and wife. The
unusual, however, is far more alluring than
the usual, and Mrs. Herrmann's place on
her husband's programme can only add to
its delightful variety.

I wouldn't have missed that performance
for a great deal, and the success with
which it met may possibly induce the Herr¬
manns to visit us more frequently. I am
sure that we are quite as nice as the out-
of-towners, and just as appreciative. It
is a mistake to think that New York is
blase. It is the least blase city In the
country. An entertainment like Herr-
mann's restores illusions and brings back
to life its exquisitely mystic element. Men
and women never completely lose theirlove for stories beginning "Once upon
a time," and ending with "They lived
happily ever afterward," and somehow or
other Herrmann's art is connected with
those Joys of childhood.

It amused me last Monday night to hear
the timid remarks that followed Herr¬
mann's tricks. Everybody seemed anx^
ions to pretend that the explanation w is

perfectly simple, but no¬

body could make any head¬
way with that explanation.
"Of course," said a man

near me, "the Asiatic tr^ink
mystery Is the simplest
thing in the world. The lid
of the trunk is not opened,
but the sides come out,
don't yon know?"
"Ah!" I cried, terribly interested, "that

Is perhaps true, but how does the other
woman get tied up In the bag, and the
original lady get untied?"
"Oh," he said, rather emlbarrassed, "you

see.er.that is. to say.er.well.er.you
know"
But I didn't, and I'll swear that he didn't

either.

As for that melodrama at the Academy,
I may as ^ell say that I thoroughly enjoyed
It. I did. It was so deliciously bad, and It
was acted so amusingly and so atrociously.
The line that separates roaring melodrama
from howling farce Is frequently very
slight. It was entirely missing from tho
performance of "After Dark" at" the Acad¬
emy of Music, and the bigness of the whole
thing made It even funnier. I wonder why
It Is that when mangers are hard up for
novelties they take old chestnues and
magnify them? They do not seem to real¬
ize the fact that this magnifying process
will accentuate absurdities that in a small¬
er form might be quite unnoticed. The pas¬
sion for enormity rages, and the spirit of
Barnuru will never leave us.
There Is no excuse for the revival of such

a play as "After Dark" to-day. Mr. Brady
could have found a playwright who, given
that tank forty by forty and six feet deep,
could in three hours have turned out
something much more lurid and 1896-ifled.
That plunge In the icy, tepid waters was
an anti-climax, and it was a pity to see
so much good water wasted In these days
of Raines bills and "sich like." Besides,
that tank was very badly displayed. It ?1tOCTbK5
was visible only to the gallery and to those
at the back of the house. The splashing
of the heroine made no appeal to those
near the stage, and Mr. Brady's dive was
hopelessly flabby and feeble.
The melodrama Itself is too preposter¬

ous t ocal lfor cold mention. Its hero
and heroine belong to other and less
Intelligent days, and Its minor characters
could never have belonged to anything at
all. Even the Academy audience, trained
to all sorts of melodramatic eccentricities,
smiled in derision at the extravagant crim¬
inality of the people in "After Dark."
The cast was quite equal to the melo-

di'aina. Where it came from goodness only
knows. Mr. Brady starred himself In the
role of Old Tom, and seemed to be perfectly
happy. I rather admire Brady, because he
wont be sat upon, and I like that kind of a
man. He played th6 part in a sort of frenzy
for the centre .of the stage, and as I watched
him a cold perspiration broke over me, and I
said to myself: "That man wants to act
and we shall have to endure him until he
succeeds." I presume that he will succeed.
Dore Davidson's Hebrew impersonations are

not unclever, but they are most fatiguing.
After a dose of him In "Humanity," we had
to swallow another and a precisely similar
one in "After Dark." I couldn't detect a

solitary smile In the role. Such parts are
surely vulgar caricatures, offensive to hun-
di-eds of theatregoers. The other members
of the cast are best forgotten.best for you
and best for me.if those who saw them can
ever forget them. Perhaps this is possible.
At any rate, I can see no use making miser¬
able the lives of those who haven't seen
them, and I wont do It.

?
»

«

Irving comes to Abbey's Theatre for a
brace of farewell weeks, beginning to-mor¬
row night, with one little novelty in which
he himself will not appear. This will be
"Godefrol and Yolande," described as "a
new and original play by Laurence Irving,"
with Ellen Terry in the cast. It will be
played to-morrow night ahead of the ever
popular "Lyons Mall." It must be due to
pure "cussedness" that Irving presents
"Macbeth" on Tuesday, Wednesday and
Thursday, and announces that he does It
by "special request." "Macbeth" is Ir-
ving's most unfortunate production. Myopinion is that he presents It "by special
request not to do so." ALAN DALE.

Tlet\su^


